e, one wrots above thee through

tears, §
hile overhead Rome thundered death
and doom; ‘
£hs fading line for elghtecn hWundred years
~ Heap faced the darkness marshaled round
. thy tomb,

~ in peace. Through stormy ways thy spirit
cuame

. Unto the silence of thine haven here;

i p thou sl t. whom the flood or

. flame i
Swept home to rest beyond the reach of
fear.

In pe ul:f. The sudden sound of trumpet
cal

“Trsswarm of savage hordes by land and
Eea.

The crash of kingdoms swaying to thelr

The re'ndh:g earth have all been peace to
thee.

in peace. Baefore the patlence graven there
DOur faithless lips grow dumb, our faint
learts bow.
BGod glve us strength llke thine the strife
to bear, -
And- peace beyond the strife to find as
thou!
—Mabel Earle, In Youth's Companlon.

-

BORN TO SERVE

By Charles M. Sheldon,

Auther of ‘*IN HIS Wt TOHN KING'S
QUESTION CLASS, "' ‘EDWARD
BLAKRE,'" Bte.

P¥ 199, by Charles M. 0m,)

CHAPTER VILI.—COXTINUED,

There was u littleembarrassment at
the first greeting with the Wards, but
it soon passed off and in & few mo-
ments the young minister was chat-
ting delightfully. His happiness was
on his face and in his manner. He
had never looked so noble or so hand-
some, Barbara's heart said to herself,
slmost wondering whether it was all
a.dream from which she would soon
be rudely awakened. But it was no
iream like that. Her heart sang as
she began to realize its reality.

*0, by the way,” Mr. Ward said sud-
denly, turning te hise wife, “Martha,
how about that rule that we made
longaga, that the hired girl should re-
¢eive her company in the kitchen?
Why did T go to all the expense of
furnishing that new kitchen if the girl
is going to sit here in the parlor?”

Mr. Morton jumped to his feet, and
walked over to Barbara.

“Come, Barbara,” he said, with a
totclr of humor that equaled the occa-
sion. *“Come out into the kitchen
where we belang. This is no place for
us." ~

Barbama rose, blushing and laugh-
ing.

“Yes, I see. Just an excuse to get
7id of us,” Mr. Ward said, as the lovers
wilked out.

“We want to live up to the rule of
the house,” Mr. Morton retorted.

They went out into the room where
Barbara had spent so many hours of
hard toil and, when they were alone,
the minister said: “Dear, do you
know, this room is a sacred spot to
me? T have thought of you as being
bere more than anywhere else.”

. “If I had known that,” Barbara said,

« gently, and she no longer avoided the
luving brown eyes that looked down
at her, “it would have lightened a good
muany weary hours. 1 feel ashamed
now To think of the quantities of tears

¢ | have shed in this little room.”

“The thought that your life has
gone out in service here, Barbara, is
8 beautiful thought to me. What a
wonderful thing it is to be of use in
the world! I thank God my mother
Livght me up to reverence the labor

of the hand in honest toil. There is

eotliing more sacred in all of human

Efe.™

iten they talked of their love for

ench other, and were really startled

when the door suddenly opened and

Mr. Ward ealled out from the entry:

“i"as and eoal come high this winter.

% ou can draw your own inference.”
They rose, laughing, and came back

into the parfor, where Mrs. Ward

spologized for Mr. Ward's interrup-

Tidvn.

“Pon't sny a word, Mrs. Ward,”
Morton said, gayly. “I shall soon have
itarbaTa all to myself.,”

“How soon?"

*I don’t know quite.”
looked at Barbara.

*There will be mourning in this
bousehold when she goes,” Mrs, Ward
replied., “I never expect to have an-
olher girl like Barbara.”

“I'm sorry for you, but you can’t ex-
peet me Lo feel any sorrow for my-
self.”

“Yes, that's it,” Mr. Ward put in,
srenieally. “You preachers are al-
ways talking about sacrifice, and giv-
ing up, and all that. I notice that,
when it comes to a personal applica-
tion, you are just as grasping after
the best there is as anybody.”

“0f course,” said Morton, cheerful-
ixy looking at Barbara.

“He is going to suffer for it,
though,” Barbara came to the rescue
oi Mr, Ward. “He may lose his church
jusl a3 you are going to lose me.”

“1 Con't think so,” Morian answered,
ealinly. “But if I do—" He did not
I'i.=h, but his look at Barbara spoke
vo umes, It said that he had found
+. mething which would compensate
tor any earthly loss.

When Morton had gone, Barbara
slipped up to her room. Her happi-
ness was too great to be talked about.

. The thought of what her lover, her
“lover,” she repeated, had said about
segvice, ‘about the Image of herself
daily in that kitchen, made her trem-
bl&. She had tried toaccustom herself
to the theught of Christ's teaching
about service. Her study of the dif-
ferent passages in the Bible referring
to servants had given her new life on

- the subject. It bad all grown sweeter
and more noble as she went on. And,
gow that her life had been caught

into this other life, a newer and
elearer revelation of labor and min-
istry had come to her. Never had Bar-

Mr., Morton

Tvice meant so much to her as now,
when human love, the love sanctioned
by Jesus and made holy by His bene-
diction, had begun to translate com-
mon things into divine terms.

In her Bible-reading that night she
found a passage In the sixth chapter
of Becond Corinthians that pleased
her very much. It did not belong
first of all to the service of a house-
servant; yet Barbara felt gunite sure,
as she read, that, if Paul had been
questioned about it, he would have
said that the teaching appiied just as
well to house-ministration as to min-
istration anywhere else. This is the
passage which she read: *“Giving no
occasion of stumbling in anything,
that our ministration be not blamed;
but in everything commending our-
selves, as ministers of God, in much
patience, in afflictions, in necessities,
in distresses, in strifes, in imprison-
ments, in tumults, in labors, in
watchings, in fastings; in pureness,
in knowledge, in long-suffering, in
kindness, in the Holy Ghost, in love
unfeigned, in the word of truth, in
the power of God; by the armor of
righteousness on the right hand and
on the left, by glory and dishonor, by
evil report and good report; as de-
ceivers, and yet true; as unknown,
and yet well known; as dying, and
behold we live; as chastened, and not
killed; as sorrowful, yet always re-
joicing: as poor, yet making many
rich; as having nothing, and yet pos-
sessing all things.”

“Have I been. a ‘minister of God?"
How often I have complained and
shed tears over little things as T
have tried to minister to the needs
of this house! Surely at its very
worst I have not endured the hard-
ships that Paul speaks of. I know
he is speaking of preachers, probably,
of missionaries of the cross. But I
am sure he means that anyone who
‘ministers’ to the real needs of life
is a ‘minister of God.” And, if T have
really been a minister of God, how
little T have realized its méaning!™

“Help me, my TFather,” Darbara
breathed her prayer, “help me in the
thankfulness for the great joy of my
life to live as a servant of Thine.
Through all these possible hardships
may I learn to keep close to Thee.
Help me to bless other lives and give
them encouragement and a true
thought of ministry. It is all so
wonderful, my Father! Thou hast
led me in ways so unforeseen by my
poor selfishness. It is all too won-
derful to me. Oh Thou Great but lov
ing (iod, I thank Thee. In the name
of Him who has redeemed me.
Amen.”

1t wans the next day that Barbara
had a call from Mrs. Vane.

The old lady had met sfr. Morton;
and, reading his happiness in his
whole person, she asked him bluntly
to tell her all about it.

“My dear,” she cried as she kissed
Barbara on both cheeks and shed a
tear out of her sharp eyes, softened
by her love for Barbara, “I congratu-
late you bothl It is wonderful; but
I knew all the time that he loved you

:|

“GAS AND COAL ~TOME HIGH THIS
WINTER."

and wounld have youn and I knew that
you would give yourself to him. Tt
is' all as it should be. The Marble
Square church is a great institution,
but it is not so great as-ove. I want
you to be married at my house. Mor-
ton is one of my boys. 1 kmew him
as a child, and 1 love him as a son."

“I don't think mother would allow
me to go away from her, even to
you,"” Barbara answered, smiling and
blushing until she looked like a pie-
ture, Mrs. Vane and Mrs., Ward both
thought as they stood looking at her.
“We have arranged to be married at
mother's.”

“That’s best; yes, that's best!"”
The old lady nodded approvingly.
“No church display, no show, no
cheap or vulgar flaunting of self on
the -gccasion of the most sacred ex-
perience in a girl's life. I always said
Ralph Morton deserved the best
woman on earth for a wife and he’s
getting her. The good God bless you
both!” And the impulsive old lady
kissed Barbara again; and, when Bar-
bara went back to her work she re-
mained some time with Mrs. Ward,
talking over the great event; for it
was truly great to Darbara and Mor-
ton and his friends, and indeed to all
Marble Square parish.

For, when the news of the minis-
ter's engagement became known in
Crawford, as it did in a very short
time, because he made no secret of it,
there was consternation in Marble
Square church and in society gener-
ally. .

‘?is it trne?” Mrs. Rice solemnly
asked Mrs. Wilson the first time they
met after the news became known,
“is it really true that Mr. Morton is
going to marry Mrs. Ward's hired
girl? It is simply awful. It cannot be.™
" “T'm afraid it is,” Mrs. Wilson an-
swered, clasping her hands with =

m::leﬂ:d a truer prayer of thanks-
wm the one that flowed out

tragic gesture as if some terrible ca-

in 4] ""it‘ . " ('t
‘who had it direct from Mr. Morton

church, that is all!” Mrs. Rice said,
decidedly. *“A thing like that is too.
serious a social departure for even
Mr. Morton to make. As much as
people like and ddmire him, not even
his great talents can excuse such a
great social blunder.”

“They say,” Mrs. Wilson suggested
in a hesitating manner, “that the girl
is really well educated, and not just
‘an ordinary hired girl. You know
Mrs, Ward has told us something |
about her going out to serviece in or-
der to help other girls realize its dig-
nity and—and so forth.”

“It makes no difference!™ Mrs. Rice
replied sharply. “She is known as a
hired girl. The idea of being obliged
to look up to her as our minister)s
wife! Will you submit to that?”

“Supposing she proves worthy of
her place?” Mrs. Wilson suggested,
feebly.

“It's out of the guestion!” Mrs.
Rice answered, positively. “The
whole thing is awfully unfortunate
for Marble Square. If Mr. Morton
had only chosen some girl of good
social rank, Miss Dillingham, for ex-
ample, But, as it is, I for one—*

Mrs. Rice did ‘mot finish what
seemed like a threat, but scores of
other women in Marble Square felt
and spoke just as she did, and the
outlook for a great disturbance in
the parish was very good,

When Sunday came, Barbara pre-
pared to attend service. She had not
been for several Sundays, not since
the time of the scene at the Endeav-
or society, Mrs. Ward wondered at
her lack of nervousness. There was
a self-possession about Barbara, now
that she had committed her future
to the young minister, that Mrs.
Ward admired. She began to have a
real respect for her in addition to
her affection.

When Barbara went down the aisle
with the family and entered the Ward
pew with the rest, it is safe to say
that every eye in Marble Sqguare
church was directed toward her.
What people saw, very many of them
to their great surprise, was a lovely
face, free from affectation or super-
ficial prettiness, without bashful con-
sciousness of her prominent position,
Every woman in the house could not
help acknowledging: “She looks like
a lady.” Love had done much for Bar-
bara. It is a wonderful power to dig-
nify and bless.

There were hundreds of pecple in
Marble Sguare church that morning
who had just come from the perusal
of one of Crawford’s most sensational
Sunday papers, which with a cruelty
that was actually Satanic, and a
coarseness that was actually eriminal,
had printed what it called, in startling
headlines: “A Spicy Tale of a Hired
Girl and a Preacher. The Rey. Mr.
Morton, of the Fashionable Marble
Square Church, to Wed a Hired Girl.
Full Particulars of the Engagement.
With Snap-Shots of the Parties.”
There were two columns of descrip-
tion that were worthy of authorship
from the lowest pit, accompanied with
what purported to be reliable pictures
of the two lovers. Andit was from the
perusal of all this horrible invasion
of every sacred and tender private
feeling that the buman heart holds
dear, that most of the men and wom-
en had come into church that morning
to add to the semsation by almost as
heartless and cruel a serutiny of Bar-
bara and Mr. Morton.

Barabara did not know all of this;
but, even if she had, her love was so
pure and great that it is doubtful
whether anything could have gbscured
her perfect happiness. When her
lover rose up to preach, she never felt
more pride in him, or more confidence
in his powers.

He fully justified all her expecta-
tions. Unlike Barbara, he knew quite
fully all the venom and vileness of the
paper in question, On his way to
church, grinning newsboys had flaunt-
ed the pages in his face and shouted
their contents in his ears. Frém all
that, he had gone into his room, and
after the sustaining prayer that had
refreshed and quieted his soul he had
gone out to face the people. But he
had first faced God. He was not in the
least afraid of the people after that.

It is doubtful whether Marble
Square church had ever heard such
preaching before. It is doubtful
whether Morton had ever before had
such & vision or dglivered such n mes-
sage. The spell of his power was on
all the great congregation. Hearts
that had come to eriticise, to sneer, to
ridicule, were touched by his words.
Members of his parish who after read-
ing the paper had fully made up their
minds to sever all connection with the
church changed their minds during
the wonderfully sweet and helpful
prayer that followed the sermon.
Ah, Barbara and Ralph! The Spirit
of God is greater than all the evil of
men. If victory comes out of all this
suffering for you, it will be due to
God's power over the selfish, thought-
less, eruel children of men.

When the service was over, Barbara
quietly went out with Mrs. Ward. In
the vestibule they were met by Mrs,
Dillingham, who had come out of the
other door from a side aisle.

With scores of people noting what
was said and done the majestic old
lady greeted Barbara witha courteous
and even kindly greeting that was un-
mistakable and created a genuine sen-
sation, for no family in all Marble
Sgquare church had higher connections
than the Dillinghams.

*My dear Miss Clark,” Mrs. Dilling-
ham had sdid, “your mother was kind
enough to return my eall.. You have
not been so good. Will you come and
see me soon?™

“Indeed I will, Mrs. Dillingham, if
you have forgiven my neglect of your
invitation so far."

“I'll forgive anything in a Dilling-
ham. You don't forget you're one of

bus, as T bave said befores™ -~

laughing through her tears,

nobility in her that was unspoiled by
all her riches and soeial rank. Prob-
ably nothing that oceurred that morn-
ing made a deeper impression social-
ly. The old lady had not said a word
about the engagement. She had too
much delicacy and good taste. Butit
was just as plain as if she had wel-
comed Barbara as her minister's wife
that she accepted the situation with-
out a thought of remonsirance and
was prepared to act loyally towards
Mr. Morton, respecting his choice and

| even ready to defend it before any and

all of her influential aequaintances.

Miss Dillingham was at the other
end of the vestibule while her mother
was talking to Barbara, She did not
approach Barbara, and, so far ascould
be seen, did not even look at her dur-
ing the service. Iler proud, handsome
face was directed, however, with a
fixed and painful gaze upon the
preacher through all the service. If
at the close Atlice Dillingham calmly
shut the door of her own heart over
its dream of romance in which the tal-
ented preacher of Marble Sqguare
had begun to be adored, it may be that
Barbara fully. understood it; and in
avoidance of her by the one who had
lost what Barbara had gained, Bar-
bara saw no causge for personal ill will.
When the heart aches, there are times
when it must ache alone, and riches
and beauty are po security and mno
comfort.

The weeks that followed this event-
ful Sunday were erowded with inci-
dents and meaning for Barbara. She
remained nearly a month with Mrs,
Ward, until help had been secured,
and then with mutual sorrow the
women parted, Barbara going home to
make preparation, with her mother's
help, for her marriage.

“If you aren’t suited with the situa-
tion you've found, you can come back
to us any time,” Mr. Ward said, as his
wife kissed Barbara and made no at-
tempt to hide her sorrow plainly
shown by the tears on her face.

*Thank you,” responded Barbara,
for it
was a real grief for her to go; “I am
afraid 1 shall never come back. But,
if you will come and see us, T will
promise to Lake some of your favor-
ite dishes for you.™

She waved her hand to them as
they both came to the door and bade
her an affectionate farewell and
soon turned the corner, with a grave
eonsciousness that one very impor-
tant chapter in her life had come to a
elose and a new one had begun.

[To Be Continusd.]

A STORY OF DOG LOGIC.
Smnall “I’nllrr‘-’—Canlne Figures Out
a Scheme for Overcoming
a Rattlesnanke,

In August, 1844, I was a boy of 15,
working with my father on the farm
in northern Illinois, says a writer in
the Los Angeles Times. One afternoon
he had just climbed on a load of straw
he had been pitching up to me, when
I heard a rattlesnake on the ground
near by. Afier looking about a few
minutes, we discerned him in the stub-
ble, about 20 feet away, just coiling,
ready for defense or attack. In those
early days it was considered almost
a religious duty to dispatch every ven-
omous creature of that kind, so plenti-
ful were they on the prairies. I was
about to get down from the load for
that purpose, when I thought of the
little dog Penny. He was a slender
little fellow of the proverbial “yaller-
dog"” species, but had a great reputa-
tion as a snake killer. So I whistled
for Penny, who came running, in
cheerful response, from the house.
Being directed and hissed on, he soon
discovered the snake, still darting out
his tongne and giving forth warning
with his tail. We had a flue view from
the load.

Penny approached eautiously, first
on this side; then on that, till he had
gone round the snake several times,
always finding him ready for a fatal
blow in any direction. Suddenly he
stopped still, and turned his head to
one side in serious contemplation. I
think if be had a finger he would
have scratched his head just back of
his right ear in search of an idea.
After a few moments’ reflection, his
plan secgmed formed. He stepped back
a siep or two, made a bound forward,
towards the snake, and snapped at it
with his teeth, coming very close to
it but mot touching it; then bounded
back as quick as a flash. The snake
struck out his full length, and very
fiercely, but he was not quick enough.
Penny had dodged him. The snake,
of course, was now straightened out;
and the dog, springing =o quick you
eould hardly see him, caught it in the
midde of the body, and, giving it one
quick, violent shake, dropped it on the
ground, completely stunned, so that
it was only n moment’s work to seize
it again and shake it into many pieces

Eve's Apple.

A fruit supposed to bear the mark
of Eve’s teeth is ope of the many bot-
anical curiosities of Ceylon. The tree
on which it grows is known by the
significant name of “the forbidden
fruit,” or “Eve’s apple-tree.” The blos-
som has a very pleazant scent, but the
really remarkable feature of the tree,
the one to which it owes its name, is
the fruit. It is beautiful and hangs
from the tree in a peculiar manner.
Orange on the ovtside and deep erim-
son within, each fruit has the appear-
ance of having had a piece bitten oul
of it. This fact, together with its
poisonous quality, led the XMoham-
medanstiorepresentitas the forbidden
fruit of the Garden of Eden, and to
warn men against its noxious proper-
ties. The mark upon the fruit is at-
tributed to Eve. Why the bite of
Adam did not also leave its mark is
not known, but as only one picce
seems to be missing, its loss is ascribed

to the wumnu.—-—YOt‘lﬂl's Companion.

She Suffered for Years and
Felt Her Case Was Hope-
less—Cured by
Peruna.

RS. ANNA B. FLEHARTY, recent
Superintendent of the W.C. T. 1L
headquarters, at Galesburg, 11l

was for ten years one of the leading
women there. Her husband, when liv-
ing, was first President of the Nebraska
Wesleyan University, at Lincoln, Neb.

In a letter written from 401 Sixty-
seventh street, W, Chicago, Ill., Mrs
Fleharty says the following in regard
to Peruna:

“Having lived a very active life as
wife and working partner of a busy
minister, my health failed me a few
years ago. I lest my husband about
the same time, and gradually Iseemed
to lose health and spirit. My daughter
iz a confirmed invalid, and we both felt
great need of an invigorator.

+ Ope of my neighbors advised me
fo try Peruna. A bottle was immedi-
ately secured and a great change took
place in my daughter's as well as in
my own health. Our appetites im-
proved very greatly, the digestion
seemed much helped, and restful sleep
soon improved us, so that we seemed
like new women.

““I would not be without Peruna for
ten times its cost.’'—Mrs. Anna B.
Fleharty.

What used to be called female dis-
eases by the medical profession is now
called pelvie catarrh. It has been
found by experience that catarrhal
diseases of the pelvic organs are the
cause of most cases of female disease.

Dr, Hartman was among the first of
America’s great physicians to make
this discovery. For forty years he has
been treating diseases peculiar to
women, apd long ago he reached the
conclusion that a woman entirely free
from eatarrhal affection of these or-
gans would not be subject to female
disease. He therefore began using Pe-
runa for these cases and found it so
admirably adapted to their permanent
cure that Peruna has now become the
most famous remedy for female dis-
easses ever known. Everywhere the
women are using it and praising it.
Peruna is not a palliative simply; it
cures by remeoving the.cause of female
disease,

Dr. Hartman has probably cured
more women of female ailments than
any other living physician. He makes
these cures simply by using and rec-
ommending Peruna.

Mrs, E. L. Brown, 328 Elliott street,
Memphis, Tenn., writes:

Mra Anna B. Flebarty.

“I suffered for seversl with
headache brought on by nervous prok-
tration. 1 was also afflicted with in-
somnia. I would get up in the morn-
ing more weary than when I retired
and I used to dread the approach of
night., Peruna came into my home as
a welcome guest, and within three
short months I was like another wom-
an. I have now enjoyed perfect health
for over a year, and those who have
suffered as 1 did will know how happy
I am.”"—Mrs. E. L. Brown. -t

Mrs. Esther M, Milner, De Graff,
Ohio, writes:

“I was s terrible sufferer from fe- _
male weakness and had the headachs
continuously. I was not able to domy
housework for myself and busband.
I wrote you and described my condi-
tion as near as possible. You recom-
mended Peruna, I took four bottles
and was completely cured. I think
Peruna a8 wonderful medicine."—Mrs.
Esther M. Milner.

Congressman Thad. M. Mahon, of
Chambersbhurg, Pa., writes:

“[take pleasure in commending your
Peruna &s a substantial tonic and a
good catarrh remedy.""—T. M. Mahon.

If you do not derive prompt and sat-
isfactory results from the use of- Pe-
runa, write at once to Dr. Hartman,
giving a full statement of* your case
and he will be pleased to give you his”
valuable advice gratis.

Address Dr. Hartman, President of
gll':f Hartman Sanitgrium, Columbus, .
jo. :

Impressive Scene In the Senate.

Senator Pettus solemnly arose, as if toad-
dress the senate. His tall and venerable
form towered above his colleagues. The
seuate became silent, waiting for the words
of wisdom which should fall from his lips.
With every eye upon him, Mr. Pettus
reached around into the tail coat of his
long frock coat and drew forth a plug of
tobagco. .Then he took a chew and sat
down, without saying a word. Everybody
emiled..—Washington Post

He Was the Any-Old-Thing.
. He (eestatically)—Miss De Peyster prom-
ized last night to marry me.

She (calmly)—I congratulate you.

“You don't seem to be surprised.”

“No, I can’t say that I am. 1 heard her
say dyeuterda}' that she had made up her
mind to have a hushand before the yvear
was out, and that almost any old thing
would do.""—Stray Stories.

Eprllest Russlnn Millet,

Will you be short of hay? If so planta
plenty of this prodigally prolific millet
5 TO B TONS OF RICH HAY PER ACRE.
Price 50 1bs. $1.%): 100 |bs. 8,00, low freights

Jubn A, Balzer Seed Co.. La Crosse, Wis.

Snow-Apples,
_ There is said to be a large tract of rioch
jarming land in Alaska. Doubtless many
people will go there to raise winter apples.
—5t. Louis Post-Dispateh.

Ank To=-Day for Allen's Fbot-Ease,

It cures swollen, aching, tired fect. Atall
Druggists and Shoe stores, 25¢. Sample sent
Faeg. Address A. 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. ¥.

Result: Fallare,

Mr. Pessimist—Now, 1 s'pose you want
me to look plensant?

_ Photographer (roliiel_vl——L‘n!es& you pre-
fer Lo look natural —Suray Stories,

Fits Pormanently Cured. No fits after
Orst doy’s use of Dr. Kline's Great Nerve
Restorer. Free £2 00 trial bottle. Dr. R H.
Kline, Ltd., 81 Arch Bt., Philadelphis, Pa.

Cope—"T hear your boss expeets to raise
your salary next month?#" ope—""Yes;
next month he says be expects to mise m
selary for ln=t month. I haven't gotityet.”
—Philadelphia Record,

-

I am sure Pizo’s Cure for Conzumption
iaved my life three years ago.—Mrs. Thos.
Rabbins, Maple Street, Norwich, N. ¥.,
Feb 17, 1900.

—_—
_Go slowly to the ¢mtertainments of thy
friends and quickly Lo their misfortunes—
Chicago Journal.

_— -

To Cure a Cold yn Ome Day
Take Lazative Bromo Quinire Tablets. All
druggisisrefundmoney ifit fails to cure. e,

-
Every wby hath a wherefore.—SLakes-
peare,

AM FADELESS DYES are fast
to sunlight, washing and rubbing.

-

Every man's task is his life preserver.—
Emerson.

A cheerful face is nearly as good for an
invalid as healthy weather.—Franklin.

The Only Explanation. .
Mr. Mahoole—Nora, thor's a hair in th*
goat's milk.
Mrs. Mahoole—Thor is? Bedad, th’ baste
must have bin atin’ wan av those Paddy-
whiskey posters.—Chicago Daily News.

Thelr Activity,

“Yes,” said the doctor, “I really believe
automobiling will tend to make us a mote
active and athietic people.”

“Ah! You mean tge people who walk
and dodge.”—Philadelphia Press.

Good enough -
for anybody!

fu_ Havana Fi LLE!\

FLORODORA BANDS are
of same value as tags fram
STAR '"HORSE SHOE..
SPEARHEAD. STANDARD NAVY,
OLD PEACH & HONEY™
and J. 1. Tobacce.

Ovee Thity Y
The Kind You Have Always Bought
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